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He frets and fumes

at the probing

of his personal secrets

but

clears his eyes

with cloud kerchief

cools his face with wind hand-fan

and parries my questions

with practised smiles

"Let me think" ~ he winks

"I  my tell you tomorrow"

into dusky ocean chambers

he retires,

never comes that tomorrow,

ever tormenting,

remians the suspense.